later the old man would get up and   silently dis-
appear.
The door would scarcely be shut behind him before
Michel had recovered from his momentary embarrass-
ment and was off again worse than ever. In everything
he touched on he displayed the same spirit of revolt,
amazing his cousin as much as he distressed her. She
sometimes even asked him (but in vain; for he could
not explain) how it was that such a change had come
about in him: it was scarcely two years ago, indeed, since
he had sent her one of those little prayers to St. Joseph
which must be sent to five different people if they are
to be efficacious. She remembered, too, that just about
then Michel had been sent home from school for passing
round the class a royalist manifesto written in his own
hand and containing (she could never suppress a
smile when she recalled Madame Varambaud's horror
and indignation) an attack on the President of the
Republic himself!
She had never dreamed that it was at her own house
that, eight years ago, during the holidays (the only
time the Varambauds had ever stayed there), history
had first come alive in Michel's eyes, with such a sudden
vividness that it never even occurred to him to connect
it with the dead phraseology taught him in its name
at school; and among the opposing forces revealed to
him then he had been moved to take sides. It was a
novel, lent him by Madame Desperiers, that had so
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